Master  Negative 
Storage  Number 

OCI00036.27 


The  Crimea  songster 

London 

[18--] 

Reel:  36  Title:  27 


BIBLIOGRAPHIC  RECORD  TARGET 
PRESERVATION  OFFICE 
CLEVELAND  PUBLIC  LIBRARY 

RLG  GREAT  COLLECTIONS 
MICROFILMING  PROJECT,  PHASE  IV 
JOHN  G.  WHITE  CHAPBOOK  COLLECTION 
Master  Negative  Storage  Number:  0000036.27 

Control  Number:  ADG-5868 
OCLC  Number  :  27721768 
Call  Number  :  W  PN970.E5  CRIMx 
Title  :  The  Crimea  songster. 

Imprint :  London  :  Ryle  and  Co.,  printers,  [18-] 

Format :  [8]  p.  :  ill.  ;  23  cm. 

Note  :  Cover  title. 

Note  :  Title  vignette. 

Note  :  Text  also  on  p.  [4]  of  cover. 

Note  :  Without  music. 

Subject :  Chapbooks,  English. 


MICROFILMED  BY 

PRESERVATION  RESOURCES  (BETHLEHEM,  PA) 
On  behalf  of  the 

Preservation  Office,  Cleveland  Public  Library 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  USA 
Film  Size:  35mm  microfilm 
Image  Placement:  IIB 

Reduction  Ratio:  8:1 

Date  filming  began:  If 

Camera  Operator:  _ _ 


/ 


The  Nightingale  in  the  Mother  is  the  battle  o’erjThe'Queen  s  Letter 

East  There’s  fortune  on  before  I  cannot  leave  old  Eng- 

Our  homes,  our  Queen,  ug,  boys 

and  victory  Three  cheer* for  an  Irish  Cheer  up  Sam 

On  Alma’s  Heights  ste*  Jc«  in  the  copper 

What  will  thsy  say  in  O  d  chimney  comer  Answer  to  Irish  Emigrant 
England  The  Gipsey  girl  Sweet  Mary  of  tho  val<f 

Poll  ard  my  partner  Joe  Forgive  but  don’t  forget  Cachuca  Song 
I’ll  remember  thee  When  the  yellow  corn  Robin  Ruff 

Will  you  love  me  then  England,  land  of  the  oak  Merry  Meeting 

as  new  Philip  the  Falconer  The  Mermaid’s  cave 

Ailee*  Mavourneen  Free  as  the  air  Sounding  the  bowl 

Dearest,  then  I‘ll  love  Low -backed  Car  While  up  the  Shrouds 

you  more  Sara  Hall  (time  Heart  of  a  Tar 

The  Fireside  at  home  |I  love  the  me-ry  winter  Be  quiet,  do,  JT11  call  my 
The  Derby  Ram  (Good  ship  Kitty  |  mother. 
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The  NiahtintfdlV\  iij)i  pie 

Hast.  ■:■  •  ! 

>.VJ  .  i  ■  '  ■  *  '  i‘7  ! 

Tame  “.Cottage  *o4  Water  MlU.** 


Htr  kheart  it  means  good— for  no 
bounty  she’ll  take. 

She’d  lay  down  her  pooi 

soldier's  sake ,  s4!  fi?>'  c* 

She  yrhy*  fof  the  dyihg,she  fftbs 
P**ce  to  the 

She  feel#  that  a  soul 

to  be  saved.  nrO 

The  Wounded  thky  love  h^^  hif  it 

She’s  the  soldier’s  preserver  they 
call  her  their,  queen,  t  ? 

May  God  give  her  Strength,  and  her 
heart  n^vbrfltil,  v 

One  of  Heaven’s  best  gifts  h  Miss 
~  Kightineale.  _ 

The  wives  of  the  virunded  bow 

~  *4i  thaikfuf  aroHiey,  •i'; 

Their  husbands  are  cared  for,  how 

-  '*■' 

Whatever  her  couutry;  this  gift  God 

The  ioUlersthe/iay  she’s  ah  sfcgel 
from  Heaveo. 

SioghfHtse  t\>  thil«  wdmkn, arid  deny 

And  all  drhdiW'  dras:  dM^for  the 

*****  mMawnMi**  -••'•-'v 

Let's  hope  no  uore  h|dffist  them 
yWHtdfli0  iW-  " 

Treat  them  well,  and  they’ll  prove 
; ,  r :  i  like  M iss ,  U igkurtgaie*  t»  11 


1 '  Tnfcictedbya  d^got’s  hamL 
And  when  wpon  a  foreign  stifk 
The  British  sUtdisi*  tehee  kls  way 

‘UpLGwajsi*  I.  owl  at W  •* 

Shall  he  the  watchword  to  the  fray 
Then  rttia^the  kaiKiir*1^  freedom 
calls,  Pv; 

To  aid^he  weakest  in  the  fight; 
And  tflK'&t  froepft  &  wooden  walla 
pray,  ‘M^yHeav’o  defend  the 
d  U:,  right/  SriZ,  •  ouil W 
Chorus— See  the  conquering  hero 

'■“JL:  v  iA-  ; 

j£fii  to  the  despot’s  mi*d  thq  day, 
WhenEnglandlongemhroil’d^nwar 
Slow’d  to  thwhoetile  world  the  sway 
Shd:  hold  at  glorious  Trafalgar. 
Wejhoped  for  peace,  and  df iry  plan 
......  Was  tried  tp  calm  tha  threaten'd 

storm  ;  - 

Ntf  wEdelaod  t  xpectsthaie  ve*y  mag 
Ills  doty  bravqiy  will  perform. 
Then  raise  tjhc  staadard,  ht. 
Chorns— Rule  Britannia. 


/~\N  a  ’dark  lonely  night  on  the 
Q4mea>  dread  shore,  ,**r' 
There  had  been  bioodshed-audetrife 
*jwi  the  morning  before. 

The  dead  and  the  dying;  lay  bleed- 
lp6  around,  :* 

Some  crying  for  help — there  was 
none  to  be  found , 

Now  God  in  ^if  mercy  he  Jpity’d 
their 'cries,  _ , 

And  |hp  soldiers  so  cheerful,  in  the 
*  mctrhjna  dsqtjt  ris^,.  ■ 

So  forward  mjr  1  *  ds,m  ay  your  hearts 
never  tail, 

Ton  are  cheer’dj>y  the  presence  of 
Miss  Nightingale. 

NdhrGod  seat  this  wodian  to  succour 

*  ...  ,  ..  . 

Some  thousands  shVs  sav’d  from  an 

Her  eyes  b<M«i  with  pleasure,  she’s 
bounteous  and  good, 

The  ‘ wahdi  of  the v  wourfded  agd  1 tjy 
triVunt^stiibif:J 

Wttt  fe^<ke  mu|hi  lh,  Wlth 
"tihW .detune,  & 

Some  Arfth  dismantled  Ittnbay  Some 
;  tftfra$u^*1#tbrn,  ,tu* 

But  they  aeep  up  their  spirits,  their 
,  bean*  never  fail. 

When  cheer’d  by  the  presence  of 
Miss  Nightingale,  j 


OuV  soldiers  anderWr sartortbrave, 
N  e’er  seek  for  war  or  CfUrmkgo  dire 
But  they  can  fight  on  land  or  ware. 
Tor,  Curb  a  dqspot’a  wHd  desire. 
And  every  loyal  heart  will  beat, 

.  ft*  b,tt,« 


,  cause  knows  no  defeat. 

Our  home*  mt  Ctaoq*,andy  iemry 
Then  raise  the  standard,  4bg 
Chorus — Ged  save  the  Quota. 


and  victory  : 

X7 AK’S  trump*’  sounds!  and 
British  hearts 

Wbone'ev  oppiesst<*n  tamely  stand 


But  when  that  hajr  war 


Htf  heart, wltk/aalinf  glows. 
Oh!  would  il  wtnay  happy  lat, 

£  Ufa’s  romantic  tala, 

such  a  flower  to  dock  my  cot, 
*  Sweet  Maryof  the  vale. 


\TOUNG  Phillip,  the  fhleoM^s 
Jl  in  the  dawn. 

With  his  merlin  on  his  arm* 

And  down  the  mill  .neadows  has  ta¬ 
ken  his  war. 

To  hawk-ami  pray  whbrdt*fce 

Phillip  is  stalwart  and  PhUHp  tp 
young. 

And  PhUUp  Has  p hutf  ' 

The  milkr’s  youjtgtJetio  i*/fr**h 
And Ph^^u.^^«ys is  hasrftflng: 

There  is  not  in  the  kingdamf.Aatrt 
j  hems  such  a  spotU^^  X- 

Should  tx>  trained  —  ^i  irrfmi 

ESSTIT; 


>  Oh  nam*  itvls  Sao*Ha*L> 

'V' 


The  miller's  to  madwtto bey  him 
some  com.  - 

"  For  work  it  should  ne’er  flflhftd 
A  maiden  U  loitering  undattSS 
thorn, 

fa  the  meadow,  below  thertf0J«v 
And  Phillip  grown  tired ofAhatdfe» 


,  elor’s  life, 

Thinks  the  millers  youxraMMsta 

would  make  a  good^B«|^  > 
And  so  comes  a  whisperw  alttbsw 
comes  a  smile, 

And  then  a  long  leave-taking  ever 
the  stile. 


JSSSSCS 


^turtle 


chicheji  •  /  " 

That  Peggy  is  picking— 

As  she  sits  in  her  low-back’d  car. 

•J  TvWm  •  5fff  ■'  *  1  . 

•;  .  »,  -iicod 

PflMthePewhthat  efl*Y*itf ! 
rWith>  Peggy  by  myrifito* 


tes  ay  Gill* 

’  m*km  ^ 


Oh,  when  he  returns  'fttaarwmiiat^^- 
I  guess. 

The  miller  wiU  find  he’s  a  sister  the 

Bfcaa  ttieytafcKaaked  ta  -  the  ' 

•s ■  Morniagmilyt ha  -.-T  ;| 


Then  the  shentafc&ril]  come, 

And  will  look  so  gallows  glam, 
Audi  tfilfetallr  GhkwgfaariicfinsmUt 
I> - -  his  eyes. 

*rf*  *J*  »!■>..  H  jhah  *  (f/\ 

Then  tbadfenkwau  wffl'COtafe  U.  V 

I'J  i  xf  ! 

Thentll«ibh%*<»e  wAF^afe,  to. 

*W  SMltktt'SfceriA  Mj  i***})  yth. 

And  he’ll  toll  rn.'MBmotf*— 

'*»  b*i|a.  '  •>  w* 

'•  ./  ,  ,  a 

AfcdWWt  fco*r,uji.dtp*;>',$ 


«  *&■>•  ire*  a*4h#Mr.  u,fl  r 

** thn#u^  wauMb* 

^&tt«*d0W«  OTcowklipsTM  tub. 
Where  the  buttefly  Wingeth  her 
dMHstup  igi 

Then  to  some  fanpy  grot  I  will  hie. 
And  hide  tilftne  close  of  the  day, 

AStei*!lESS‘SSSfe 

W  ••  ‘ii|0  Lhttdff  fgaolhos!'.  fnSTty 

Baeeaaitbeair  IWiUfce,  ,  uVvrfg 
Idk^theallKoiifluonn  ^aiiw-the 

Alfcil«Wrtoth,addpHike,  ■ 

*  <  sksausti  uiUkc 'n.ik  t>^ j.  . 


F&t  theieay  %oura  dit  rtflhewri  me; 

On  cushion  madeswMhdaste, 
^^ft«fe«*lhw,ul4  sittbRWid«nMf 
„™'  W?.roWd.i>Sr  waiat,  _ 


To  be  nMMiwbby  Father  Maher, 
Mi  1  my  heart  would  beat  high, 


Sweet  Mary  of  th$  Yale- 

7<v;,rt  !;m,.v,  •r-f  >  ^,4*7 

WHERE  Hfjtara,  ihada:  a  calm 
"  rapPKj,,. ,,  ,  .,,irfw 

There  stands  a  oo^|  fjir ; 
Wfasca  twines  the,  jasmine  a*d  tfas 

i  ; ss  ■  io  1 

» .  CfAJ^rynfl*<  scent, uia pig,  - 

It  seems  like  »ompench»nted  bower 
,;/AeWr^*aVrow'H(Wle,,  ,eA 
IwaW.  gWfdl,  ^  faired 

;  '  U  *1  ■’  i>l 

Sweet  Mary  ofthcva^ 

7to-*i  ,r y  -i  .  S  ttt.ifc  n.iT 

Her  rwlMhUka  a  bird  h  irriafc 


w  vu^  uccm  iaac, 

ott  her  palfe  besnis  a- 

way,— 

Where  the  sea-nymph  her  yeUow 

As  s^^ails  ’rfeath  the  moon’s 
'  h^»Mdmy,‘4  t  ^r? 

By  herosiaiihw  Iftbn^  the  flowery 
bank  led, 

faidMK  hw^^^Uficmt Am:  p- 


..„<**%*  JStoRH,. 

OwiPiJr *w 

_  brew, 

^Jmstrr 

*ascSSa^- 

*I.**  II  iJlUW  !  0*98  Itfg 

-Cii  !»'9a 

>e  aoffwsi t<!  h.u  vd  tsaW 


v  JVte  Lme-bmcVd  C«%^ 

:teS’S^ 

f.  ^^oriatwwS’Of  hayi  fr.'  divO 


j»-.  >»  r*.  . .  •  <•*  m* 

Y°U.*«  JMMM'luWuja* 

JtflfraMrAkiiilii  |WcktL  M  nr 

ixus  t»s :*(«:.  i  -  <  V 

A*  jroi  look  oo  mo  to  foodig,  v*  > 

, MOffcPf h i I :  ■! w>  d  J  ’c.  -itw: 

*»»eWt>  •**»*.  Ami  fifcm'  fM«r; 
feelioge,  ] 

Herer  will  |inl«iMnkHHm| 
Aad  tksb  HtoMfwioiMoliooHi 
Ta.*io#'ei9lmatM4*<*«aae^>0 

Wh."  thboMirtMrtifUPWil  Mrftw 
m»t»w<Md«lii>dim>djfi>»%n 
And  my  tpi^ipdrtiwieiwimeiiiu 
Will  ya^dmmmm 

.  Xfc'n  JStfJ  etnso  dq  v,  *> f.  tJA 

Though  our  youth  may  past  un* 
)$  t3  ivn  w^iHi  *1 

Ioopeocsfukj^ieKriWM^^o  ! 
Trtktlyrtl  Mum*  «dP*WM./  hui 
ChtmoMn^  'OfiMM  ioi 
MkUwWwti 
A^dAlm  h»r**ohWA«PAW, 

E**’  *rlrt!rti»«Mrl»  A**; 

lnitro,  Vb 

AoArtokopm^yvs^^v,,,, 
When  all  these  have  pass’d  upon 

*W0<J d  Mg i M  f>e; 1 9  §900  u  1 ! g  .  » d 7 

Aod  Mnialp  :kw>tnoM^’4<W 

Mi)  iahOoWWi  ifltt  ;S.rf  >  *£aatb  bV'?] 

Will  Jhe  change  fin d^ppp  u* 

l.  *4t  inroh  o.g  1 

WUVyoMote.m*  #*Mrft(hiK»w,»,0< 


asws&ii*., 


The  >P»mIi M*  AIW«* 


"wMirw  wtf  yiHM. 

..rr 

ilHhAA/l’a  annul  v  hma  • 


H#  talked  ««*  4**^  «a<J 

wihdkH^v*  «ft'U*i»si6  to*  iv  - 

lAnd.iwhpdh^yeUht^iM^  Vi-, 

;  li  'mMWt  ioy;  >;  r. 

I  ^Uim»«e  '  ! 

fWkdrmftb  a<MM>hd«Ode  to  Uhfd* 

•  j  j;*iut4M i*ai  fiwi  ■:.*■  bauo 
Ok,Jtfli«iWm  i,ood:1nHi*t  tiwb  |« «* 
II  leve«»WPb»*H*»«>*Pall  «8fei* 
T|«mAktonkAl»4o)lt4V>y  W;^  !&' ' 

>1  oevcr  Mil  M<fc4l»  dfMlM. 


A  IvfeWttiMi’W  imh»;  / 
••»>•. WWtmfceur,,  tj..,.- 

**M«4/«>otdW*; it  -•**!  ‘  .9  • 

b»kw4,j  i» <  tMe  if 

This  ram  was  ten  yards 


;  *  ,l^«f 4  M  fit*  NMRM%>»iT 
The  fbWAWrJ  Mmt 1 W lPd'.  VUkr  4fyK, 


■itelilOoj  ''  *»1I  »rfj  u 

a  »*«•'**  ct  ti.j vt;r~d  -«  «Wf 

Oh,-4rh;n  will  the  day  come,  the 
deer  happy  day, 

can  eay ; 

00  <*»  •»*»(««§  M 


■  ‘•‘■•hidt  woi  wyto  We  MMMk  < 

i  tlllOM.  T i  r  •* ~  •«•'.  ive;p..td 

Tfce  h0y  «h«0WMrtkO>j^H>iV,<IMa.  ' 
eanirt'Mwdy  h*y«he«Mi|; 

The  4hU  tkto^eo*  'hWWM^.'- 

|  ‘  ■■aisia  404  4a^ni  : 

Ahd  that  wae  i.nrto  TJerbj,  te  loth 

T  V''dkpii>WMl».i»^"  ‘•OiiQ- 

]  Oir«iH  |J  ^  YV  ..-•  .:•  L  ’■•.  .  '-iO-  .■«• 


Cl 


tit  tfitcppf*** 

rM  going  to  toll  a  stery , 

Tti  irM'oi^kk  l  kKMr.'JC  V 
Of  Mary  Aim,  a  Mirant  girt, 
WheseWWIhtettHftemt'WtoJB. 
Ol^eintiiucu  and  htfillf-roou^d 
4  hdote  '  '  • 

■  SI#  Wat  by  no  means  proud, 

For  ’twas  one  of  those  strict  places. 
Where  Nb  fdllowert  aw?  hlloweAr 


My  lot  irUl  still  be  ohequet’d 
With  sorrow  if  I  stay  ;  ' 

It  if  not  wealth  I  covet,  t-.j 
I  only  ask  to  share  ■  '•* 

The  Mailings  *fcw,  or  many, '  --*• 
That  Hest'ii  nay  deign  to  spare 
I  grieve  to  part  from  many; 

1  hover  mere  may  see, 

But  England,  dear  old  England, 

It  stlVl  nly  home  shall  be." 

But  England,  die. 

•  tit*1/.  ■  U  1  •  t  ■  «•.».:*  «! 

I  cannot  leave *old  England, 
Yatthickly  fall.my  Uars 
When  parting  from  the  dear  ones. 
I've  loved  thrd'maajr  years; 

Oh  1  may  their  lot  be  brighter  .  .  ..  . 

Than  mine  is  doomed  to  be ! 

Tet  grant  me  still  eontentment, 
*Tis  wealth  enough  forme.,  < 
Life’s  sun  will  soon  be  setting, 
Beneath  my  nativViky, 

In  England,  dear  old  Eh^knd, 
i  There  let  hate  live  and' die. 

In  England,  &c. 


On  Mma’s  Height*. 

QN  Alma’s  heights  the  Russians 
stood, and  proudly  lifted  high 
His  banner,  and  his  eagle  dark  out 
spread  before  the  sky  ; 

His  mighty  host,  as  iioa  strong,, 
extending  wide  end  fir, 
Exalting  eried^“We’fight,  we  die, 
for  thee  ,eur  God,  the  Czar  ?*9 
My  Celia  kissed  his  darling  boy, 
and  (fled,  the  ranks  to  gain — 

A  nobler  or  a  braver  man  ne’er  t red 
the  battle-plain.  q<  > 

I  inly  pray’d  that  God  that  day  the 
right  would  save  and  frtO; 

1  only  know  where  Colin  fought, and 
that  was  right  to  me. 

St.  Arnand  then,  with  Raglan  led; 

the  fearful  strife  began. 

And  fire  and  sword  their  deadly 
course  pursued  from  man  te  man 
They  say  tha£day  wae  nobly  Won, 
the  foemtn  hnmbled  fell  tw 
fiut  oh !  the  dreadful  deeds  I  lav 
my  heart  wonld/ail  to  tell. 

I  clasp’d  my  child  and  onward 
*  Press’d;  I  strove  the  field  to  gain 
Where’er  1  trod  there  f  stretch’d  * 
around  the  dying  and  the  slain 
I  fondly  dream’d  my  own  wasspar’d 
to  awell  the  victors’  erica; 

Rut  Cdialwelter’d  in  his  blood,the 
death-dew  on  his  ayes.  ^  j 

I  knew  his  lift  was  ebbing,  fa*t,and 
knelt  me  by  his  side ; 

And  Miter  then  I  felt  the-  lot  that 
waits  the  soldiers  bride. 

I  rab’d  his  head,  when,  oh!  he  gave 
one  last  sad  leok  andmoih ; 

He  turn’d  and  sigh’d,  ‘God  give  the  * 
strength  to  retch  thy  Highland 
hornet’  4 

<>n  Alma’s  banka  they  laid  him  tom 
with  many  a  comrade  brave  ; 
My  child  and  me  they  found,  and 
brought  across  the  stormy  wave 
And  new  I  wander,  wander  on*  so 
kfitoiess,  sad,  and  lone, 
AndoftMgh,  ’Oh,  give  mestrength 
"do  reach  my  Highland  heme.* 


Breathe  t?ft,  yernndt*# 

-pRiATHE  soft,  yt  Viatel  lye’ 
-D  water*,  gently  «owt 
SMtld  her,  ye  tree*'  ye  tew’iw 
.round  her  grow!  ,  »•  1 

Te  sw.ins,  1  beg  you  pui  In  silence  ( 


J  cannot  leave  Old  England 
Composed  and  Sung  by  E.  L.  Hime 
T  cannot  leave  Old  Englande 
A  Aad  yet  I  hear  them  say# 


("jjscf  not  ‘i 

,lW4h  !*«JCX3Jf»»«  ***0 


Tksve's  Fortune' fa  before 
us,  boys  l 

flfoiic  and  words  by  G.  H.  Russell. 
rPH£R«R*fS  fortune  on  before  us. 

We’ll  seek  it  dsty  by  day ; 

And  if  we  strive  and persevere,  * 
’Twiil  meetas  half  the  way. 
rWiUkUiHulbsow  end  stalwart  arm 
We’ve  sought,  i*  far  and. near; 
GUI  never  lei  your  courage, fail, 
But  strive  and  persevere. 

There’s  fortune,  dec. 
With  honest  puth&good  stout  hearts 
Wherever  we  may  ream  , 
i^6  thorny  path,  nor  ing|ed  road, 
Bot  brings  ns  safely  home. 

Adjoin  vi ithhead,with  heart  &  hand 

a _ i  '2l&2iV. 


For  a  iaeis  f or  al j  tar s  ,in»U  weather. 
Ia.fi,.  good  ould  In*k  at«w. 

Then  the  M«w  boy»,tbo«tew,  boys, 
bring  hither. 

And  I’ll  feast  tiU  up  to  the  brim. 
May  the  stew  ©fSt*  Patrick  ne’er 
whither,  nn  *t  (dlln; 
Nor  the  name  of  . a  murphy  grow 
May  the  spud  and  the  onion  ne’er 
•ever,  l(up  to  view, 

*  Nf  ken  with  good  Meat  it’s  brought 
M gy  tb tQaeen  ft  the  people  get  ever 
A  good  onld  Irish  steyr* 

Thou  three  ekeers  for  an  Iriah  ataw 
Good  l«ck,to  ..Tri*a»«w, 

May  tke  army  and  navy  got  ever 
A  r^ai.onl4  Iriah  slaw.  „  ,f 

-  The  old  chimney  corner. 

TR  the  dear  old  chimney  corner 
1  let  us  circle  round  the  fire, 

'  For  th#  winds  it  whittles  mourn# 

r  4r»  tally, chill  fall  the  ev’niag  dear 
Our  fire  has  life  cahteuee,  heap  the 
**  <* ’  biasing  faggots  higher, 

As  warn  > i?d  brighvi tki n d  1  es,  wild 
each  bosom  kindle  too  * 

»Tli  afWeBd,^  glad  cbaspahionithroP 

-  . the  lonely  winter  mgbt, . 

ItS*tf*datsobhdw  delightful,  tone- 

gleet  it  were  a  shame ; 

How  biases,  kow  it  sparkles,  as  it 
bursts  from  smoke  to  Hght->- 
,  mkh  m  and  voice  it  leaps,  It  speaks 
VifK *-  Ibid  merry  hearts  the  ffiMne, 

In  the  old  chimney  corner, in  tb*old 
*chbnnfy.  corner, 

In  the  deoroldihtumey  dWBfcrlet 
* 1  iW  circle round  the  fire. 

In  tke  snug  old  chimney  corner  is  tho 

r.  ^feriiJg>arAVof  *  ? 

"fc^  sacrifice  of  tyh**  at  hospital, 
tty’s  ahrin^^ 

Tke  Incense  tU^f^*^*** 


cheers !  ft  God  defends  ihcHpight 

Gipwy  Girl 

fl  wiled  mb  from  any  grien- 

1  -^oq4 ,  / 

They  won  me  from  the  tent  *-• 

And  slightingly  tbeyspake  of  sennit , 
Where  my  young  days  war*  spent,' 
They  dazsled  me  wiibhallaof  Ught 
*Rut  tears  would  sometimes  start;  *> 
They  said  *t was  but'to  charmjthe  eye 
And  they  mighhVrUl  thcksart. 
They  little  knew  whht  tied  of  kft 
Hhd  bound  me  tb  tbeirepell, 
Thegreen  wood  was  myhaj^desthomu 
Aad^there  I  louged  to  dwells 
Thijr  gavwme  gilds  to  bind  my  hhir 
I  longed  tke  wWlwferAowers 
R-eihf  athef^  by  toy  gtpsoyf rer*, 
From  nature’s  wildest  bowers. 

*»<** 

To  repd  the  starry  skieV k,Amrvd 
Ttffy  idujtil  die  sbnis,— thelolagkl 
Wit Allure’s  melodies.  **  ‘  h,‘ 1 

I  never  heard  a^faptJV^bifd, 

But ’panting  toWttib,  ^ 

I  longed  to  burst  his  prlsonHSoor, 


I V’  Faithto  mei£  ®#8  noTtiDgret^inblea  * 

%  \  A  rafe  outf  trisH  St*** 

;es  When  *fc*  taler  Might  iprh24 
VnH  i  lation;  ■  *  ■■»*«  * 

AndtlirbaiPiddthestewto  deform 
I  old’ Nick  too  threatened  the  nbtton 
\  Rftt  he  never  can'  ridi  thru’  the 
storm. 

nd  For  our  soldiers  and  sailorsslready 
To  blase  his  strong  forts  have 
blew,  (steady  t 

•  For  the  thing  te  keep  Britons  all 

°*  Is  n  good  mess  of  Irish  stew. 


cIMFBl  "out  we  trace, 
^Vight  f«i?e«»  landscape*, 

that  still  smile  M  •▼•rF  CIWJ 
Thy  ashes  tell  us  we  must  die,  but 
thoughts  of  sorrow  chase, 

And  with  our  fireside  songs,  my 
merry  hearts,  defy  despair. 
In  the  old  chimney  comer,  ft*. 


DAMAGED  PAGE(S) 


The  coefc  will  do  her  best  to-day, 

Bri'< 

•  r^r,  * 

For  wovaU  A»^!WWI'H»Wt 
A  j«vU*Mtb*tattttj£0(K.  ^ ■  / 

'f  c'-  -  •  ***  •  ;  .*>,)*' 'U'-t  V  yj„  K) 

Theagbmiei  earn  feet  *1  day  enae. 

The  frugal?!**  willtwcfeic*>,  \> 
And  wo,  will  4wwfr>»  murty  imttt? 
bout, 

A  yswial  fea»t£ag/4>rgak»ng  wot. 
T^fhdfitag^  i 

Tho  cb^^d^^  pip^i  boi, 
T^r4^f»ifr^  wi»^^»y»  •;„  i 
And  wpg^UAffSTifrV^ 

msrgy 

■W^trru.,' 

,AJ*!ifrl  feasting,  ,**. 


Answer  to  the  Irish 
Emigrant . 

iTH  coming  back  to  yon,  Mary/ 
^  Australia's  shores  I  find,  / 
Cob  yield  no  balm  to  sooth  jafol 
grief,  to  ease  my  trasral 

Iitwt  smiles  in  Joy,  M WMnfljk 

With  kind  and  faithfa^B^B^|M^ 

There’s  food  uMM p|||ji|aflHk| 


So6tn  /2u^  sequel  to 
Gaffer  Green . 

AVE  you  beard  the  strange^ 
k  newajnatcome  down.  Gaffer 


're  talking  of  now,  far 


SEtobin  Ruff  hath 
re  enough, 

A  a  thousand  a 
r  Gray, 

5  now  got  a  thoeaand 


Death  bath 

Mary,  that  kindly  teamed 

o*  ,*f  >;♦ !  f>co<. 

And  wdtbibd  foYth  the  eVbhfog 
-  ^frysUde  >dawfet  A^rfhdbe’a 

repoai^J-'ii  *  <'*'< 

-^fuar'4bou  wert  teaWtffel,  JMary, 
tby  babe  waeieweiy  tpw/  j 
•She  birds  song  sweets  around  our  : 
*  {Ooty  >abd  >fiwwmS  '  brighter 

gisui  bits  L u ?.  vt?j  v»M 

WffflgBtiPwj* 

wy  -y 


ffeot^leliw  got  a  thousand 
r  a  year,  Master  Cross, 
^ThMgfc'be  W  tot  s  tbdiwiAd 
a  ytoavv'  ' 

ft  would  be  bat  the  way  wMbe 
‘world.  Gaffer  Gray;  -  j 
If  Rob  did  not  now  aai  ^uita  aa 
deer,  '  >f-‘‘ 

They  say  yetfem  mists  rise  aad 
<  “  dim  *  man's  wyes,  * 
-'Whence  once  gets  a  tbenaand 
’  *«  a  year,  Q«affer  Gray, 


spyes#j*<i  f  •  •  «■  •;  •*  h*v  j#o 
915*1  Y  .  _ 


come  smile;  ‘  Y '  /  '  1  j 

9  «  sickness  palty  Ay  V3w?^ ] 

—And  death  its  blighted  :dUsj 

<**#▼*  cnessad  the  tea,*  Mary;  ihy 
cancel  j«pbrtt*a  near;  ‘ 
*d#al  iheounot  haan/majerit  thy 
w  -•  «,u  n  name?, left; . a»,vlbia  eanat 


Xfc$eri**i#t  Caf, 


Ktr.'.-  ■  -r  ,  /,» 

'AW'Uiil  AMsoArttofl 

Por'fhOVOiboSo#  corolla*  Ifcaoi 
AMS*  ‘Mki  M«Ml  atatt  Mf 

‘^|-rt  ilf-|j!-  X»il>  hf‘A  . 

toot  MltAf  - ~Ti'*’l  ffwr 

ComeJ  uMariiriWi  damn  in  >tte  daan 

ft^OiiiaGiltfdmfiio  sv*  )■•  u*» ii^edTX* 

AadikMa,tfaMw4*r  Mn 
A*Li  v^rtiMt  -••■*«*  or 

.n?wod  le^hUw  «'• c  '6*.  ub^T^ 

Wsssw^wfer 

o.  '»**£’ 

>jWdr^W^iSflW| 

8b*  hw  Mt  hMi  e  MtvMSW 
H.r  fmtn  will  Moa  W*#j^' 
Fir  ih*  «aM  Aall  M  Wrk^oikl  l 
piWmWfrM,  'V  ' 

Mat  iyn  ibaM  «!>*», harANrtfar 
«SPM,  i,lJ  "'  1  '  ■■»*  •>*« 

So  aw«eyAl«  wHt%ik**o  SStoa. 

'  Coa^t  aortaao.  Arwa^  SSr' 


.  ^«on%i^*Aar  , 

-  ««ilw%SM  aMUttaSawisaSan 
'  i  gear,  *  ;r>l,o’v  ii»»  iiaii  V.r 

Hww,  mwah  hotter  IHwoeki  hfiadbe 
s might  waatiSi  d'iwjines 

jsyg4fw’4 

If  ho  kit  thoaowU 

**uni  Ayaati'i  ,fc  •>ll  no  vjiois^f 

JsfflwE 


r,V.  y - in  gif^j-  ntridMi^ 

MMisMo  tkadfjaoitos  efoboeaA 

^d!o/,yj^0#v  ^awid.xfc-lo  -  •  n] 

Marry  daace#and>JoyonaA#ag, 
QMdao  amAiiiitfpy  throng. 


P»w^6  we  tood  ifaieoda  s 
Bottling  loth n  ;»t 
To  liy  the.  boal  ed  booty  broth*  * 
rSesdny  weflirhamt  *  amriy  hem, 
A  *avM  Mnatif, ife teak jagbgfla 


g&fflflh.  , 

/  j:  T.fr  ,  »•»' 


impwrc, 


^btvit£i&cily 


Th*  J&om*ng  MetUA**. 


And  fort  pike*  ill*  pen  mM1  mH/* 
,A  A*Hh*W»ve,  attithe  kmr«i 

->  ■■••♦  ji ~  i  ■>  .*  -  !*•'  .»•<*  =- *\  '•  ■•*  ■  -  **' 

Let  us  onward,  then, far  rygffay? 

^^A^iayr* 

We,adorelfe.  adored 
Build,  «Md|o.' 

for  a  people  hand  m  hand, 
fcahttkkethii  a  better  land 


r-  From  the  fair  of  Ballimanig, 
knet  a  comely  lass, 

!  She" was  fairer  than  Diana, 
task  ’d  her  where  she  lir'd, 
i  At  we  jq&'lLiaHt&Vtkt  -W. 
ikr  yon  bonny  mountain  side, 
iShassslied  K..ik^ . 

*  jWJPr  TTWarFesfiTewf  i 


The  freeman  got  a -Miter, 

;TM*»sU»  gvtitomtd; ; *  w 1 
•  The  lease  madfrbftjttagentlemai 

The  justice  lyatibfrvfcllf  ^ 

mt<  tkvuieteSiiwiV.1  f«oT 


.-(•Wife*.  *ii  *r*o  i 


filraliiW 

Jj rf 

wmm 

s«inf 

Mfc. 

is 

i  jTilr^ 

iluiS 

j  '  f. 

lisssti 

I3J2J2H2S 

rTFfjTPi 

rwffB1 

m 

s 

t 

to 

W^mS. 

m 
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Mother  it  the  Battle  War. 


JUT  OTHER  it  At  tattle  o*r  i 
^  Thousands  ihave  been  flak 

W>  .  i 

Is’my  Father  coming  l— tell  me,  ;5 
Has  the  English  gained  the  day  t 
Is  he  well,  or  ie  he  wounded  ? 

Mother,  do  yon  think  he’s  »Ulnf 
If  you  know,  I  pray  you  tell  me, 
Will  my  Father  come  againt  t 


Mother  dear,  you’re  always  sighing 
Since  you  last  the  papers  read. 
Tell  me,  why  you  now  are  cryiDgj 
Why, that  cap  is  on  yourhegd  I 
Ah !— -I  «ea  you  cannot  tell  ms, 
Father's  oae  among  the  slam, 
Although  he  lowed  us  very  dearly, 
He  will  never  come  again. 


Bounding  mirth, 

Shakes  the  earth, 
lule  enraptured,  Echo  rings. 
Tra,  la  la  1*  la,  dec. 


'"‘To  distant  lands  beyond  the  sow— 
f  would  not,  Jessie,  leave  thee  near. 
With  alger's  cloud,  open  thy  brow. 
Remember  that  thy  mirthf el  friend. 
Might  sometimes  but  ne’er  offend, 
That  mirthful  friend  is  sad  the  white 
Oh,  JesAe,  give  a  parting  snails  ! 

I’m  going,  dm. 

Ah ,  why  syeuld  friend  ship  harshly  okide, 
Oar  little  fruits  on  either  side  ,1 
From  friends  we  lonre  we  bear  with  those 
As  thorns  are  pardon’d  for  the  rose. 

The  heuey  bee  on  busy  wing,  ,  ‘ 

Producing  streets,  yet  ^ars  a  stingy 
Ehe  purest  geld  must  needs  alloy, 

And  sorrow  is  the  nurse  of  joy .  •  ■ 

C*  '  1>'"  ewg.8*-, 

then,  oh,  forgive  me  ert  1  park. 

And  ifsome  eorner  in  thy  heart, 
for  absent  friend  a  place  might  hu, 

Oh,  keep  thatlftEe  plftc*  fpr  Mf  (  ' 
Forgive,  target,  ^  •; 

Is  held  a  masini  good  and  eld. 

But  half  the  maxim’s  better  ^ret. 

Then,  oh  forgive,  hut  don’t  forget. 

I’m  going,  Be. 


Yes,  my  bcy,  yoinr  noble  Father.  * 
Is  one  Bimknr’d  with  the  slain/ 
'We  shall  not  see  him  moreonRartb, 
But  in  fieaweto  weTt  meet  Itgaln. 
He  died  for  Old  England’s  glory. 
Our  day  may  not  bo  far  between; 
Bat  I  hope  at  the  last  moment 
That  we  all  Shall  meet  again. 


England  the  Land  ef  the  OaK 

SPHERE’S  a  sweet  little  isle  standing 

**■  bold  oe'ktie  wave, 

Uoeonquer’d  and  peerless,  theoceaafts 
bright  quean, 

Where  Freedom  enetiWles  the  brow  of  the 
brave. 

And  the  bitth-pU<£e  of  liberty  there 
may  ha^seoa'fiV  .  . 

Twas  here  where  ambition's  proud  dew 

l'i  pot  first  found 

That  hi*  legions  or  threats  but  a  smite 
could  provoke*;  * 

Would  you  pledge  the  proad  spat,  fil  a 
bumper  all  round. 

For  ’uV  England,  Old  Inlaid,  the 
Xend  ef  the  Oak 

’Til  England,  Be. 

There’s  a  sweet  lijtleiele,  shining  bright 
o’er  the  sea, 

Where  the  ferest  king  richly  ensbadowt 
the  plain. 

Aid  plumes  with  bis  beauty  this  laid  el 
the'iveO 

While  he  falls  but  to  rise  for  her  glory 

«**!». 

Twas  hare  where  old  Neptune  first  rose 
to  declare,  • 

The  decrees  which  nor  ages  ner  fatee 
can  revoke. 

That  her  banners  triumphant  should  fioa< 
through  the  air,  / 

And  her  name' be  did  England,  the 
Land  of  the  Oak. 

There’s  a  sweat  little  isle,  peering  Mgh 
onthe  main, 

Wkere  beauty  and.  virtue  adora  a  bright 

And  the  Queen  ef  its  glory  can  boan’mid 

Cnrigtf  liWrty,  boMW,*,ad  (fitii 
•M,  Vri  koaw. 

Blest  borne  oAllefrieodlf  s»,  d«ir  !»»d  of 
■yMrth, 

•Mb*.  By  bMVnlh  Adi  a  blessing 

inrdee,  '«i'  ;  i  ’ 

I  pMf.  flrte,  aad  eUH.  Um*,  asAe 

Atas^r  ferfafL*a4  A.  Land  nf 

-AlwOaki  >*»»*  »**•* 


The  QtiecttY  Letter « 


rpilKHW  eame  atale  to  EngUnd, 
Twas  of  a  battle  wop ; 

And  oobly  had  her  warriors, 

,  That  day  their  duty  done  ; 

They  fell  like  sheaves  in  Ahtudafi, 
Vet  n»  d  that  fearful  spend, 
^feheir  last  shout  was  tor  England, 
Their  laid  breath  for  the  Queen , 


There  estm  a  tale  to  Eugland, 

Of  suffering,  want  »and  woe, 

Of  the  Jttgkjk-watch*  in  the  trenches. 
Of  the  sortie  by  the  foe; 

'Mid  tain  and  storm,  and  sickness, 

1  With  newt,  no  pause  between  ; 

And  there  wasgriefihroughfcnglaod 
t  From  the  hambleat  to  the  Queen. 


When  the  yellow  corn  is  dancing 

'Wf  HEN  the  yell  aw  corn  is  danoiag 
In  the  sunbeam’*  golden  light ; 
find  the  lark,  with  voice  entranfipf, 
Carols  from  his  topmost  height ; 
GUver  fields,  sweet  perfumes  breathing. 


Kiss  the  Waiton  summer  hreene  ; 

Rote  and  woodbine,  garlands  wreathing 
Moek  the  bloom  on  ehorry  trots ; 
Come  with  me, 

Poene, 

On  ete^y  hand  bright  gems  4s  throwing 
Fancy’s  power, 

Rules  the  hoar,  > 

Waking  Joy  ’  ko  blithly  sings, 

Tra,  la ...  fa  la  la* 


Then  wrote  the  Qpeeu  of  England, 
(God’s  blessing  on  her  pen,) 

“Oh  tell  those  hoWe  wounded. 
Those  Hck, patient,  suffering  men, 
There’s  not  a  heart  in  England, 
Can  feel  a  pang  more  keen. 

That  day  aad  nijht,t>er  own  leye«i 

Are  ihhajSlt  ert^  their  Queen.” 


When  to  mane’s  dulcet  measure,  *  ‘7! 

Yeutbful  hearts  earsptured  heal; 
Then  the  donee,  oh,  thrilliflg  pleesm 
Claims  pqr  light  fanmtinfiet. 
Round,  in  giddy  eirolee  Whirling, 
Graceful  waluers  fleetly  Me, 


nnoutlhreugh  England, 


Then  rese  a. 

From  them  ’twas  woftod.Ver,  t 
From  those  sick  wounded  eeldiore. 
And  it  rang  frpm  above to  shore ; 
From  Alma  and  BalsJOara, 

Aad  Inkerusann  it  cameiaxtj^ 

•  God  hlcsefths  Queen  of  ftMlend, 
A.aL.  mafA  sense  ” 


|fep:  t  ' 

*4^4  ‘SKfiJi 
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•'Old  England  shall  weather 
?  the  storm. 


<  {XLO  England  foy  Hawaii  M«»r  ha*  | 
yielded,  | 

\  To  the  iUi  that  bare  tuaaac'd  abroad 
mad  ai  boat  j 

Jfrad  white  all  ywi  xigb  nobly  crv 

V  wielded,  '* 

Triumphant  700  still  toll  sdjgmrt 

Freedom*#  dome. 

Distress  for  e  "mrt  fen  your 
bright  glory, 

■  Bat  the  cloud*  shall  p«o  etna  ■  oh 
cere#  shall  deform, 

Thy  councils  and  people  shall  tall  the 

V  protld  story, 

;  oh!  England  far  eto  toll  msathar 
to  Worst 

•t  »F  force,  tingteAmdad,  has  Kong  been  j 
victorious,  '  N 

The  friend  of  Che  Udforteg—tht  pride 
of  the  breve  j 

Thy  struggles,  privations,  tee  ewer 
been  glorious, 

;  Xbe  birth  place  of  litefap  ten—  el 
the  slave. 

Tea,  yes,  there's  a  sftfrli  within  that 

,  proclaimings, 

~f  :  Ho  blast  of  misfortune  thy  strength 
can  disarm;  > 

like  thine  own  native  oak,  the  rode 
%;9  tempest  disdaining. 

Old  England  for  ewer  shall  weather 

kV‘  the  storm. 

_ _  : _ 

J  Adieu,  my  Native  Land. 

A  DIED  my  native  Land  adieu, 

^  The  vessel  rpseha*  her  swelling 
sails. 

Perhaps  I  never  more  may  view. 

Your  fertile  fields,  your  flowery  dales; 
Delusive  hope  can  charm  no  more. 

Far  from  the  faithless  qpaid  I  roam* 
Unfriendly  seek  some  foreign  shore. 
Unpitied  leave  my  peaceful  home. 

Adieu,  he. 

Farewell  dear  village,  oh,  farewell. 

Soft  on  the  gale  the  murmur  dies, 

I  hear  thy  evening**  solemn  hell. 

Thy  spires  glnd  my  nching  eyes ; 

Tho*  frequent  fells  the  dnnnling  tears,  a 
1  scorn  to  shrink  from  fate’s  decree^ 
And  think  net  cruel  maid  that  e’a** 

I’ll  breath*  another  sigh  for  them 

Iu  vain  thro’  shades  of  frowning  high! 
My  eyes  thy  rocky  eenst  explore* 

Deep  sinks  the  fiery  orbs  of  light, 

1  view  thy  beacons  sow  no  more. 

JUse,  billo  vs  rise,  blow  hollow  winds, 
Bight  nor  storms,  nor  destb  1  fear, 

Ye  friendly  bear  me  hence  to  find. 

That  peace  which  fate  denies  me  hern. 

a  Sicilian  Maid. 

T  Knew  a  Sic.  Han  maid,' 

Whose  sire  was  a  cgpity  old  elf; 
w  And  he  was  sorely  afraid, 

2hte  maiden  would  jfljfjp  e?T  bwHifi : 


1  tel  teftter.den  Oterfoomwl, 

By  menus  of  a  strong  look  nod  | 
This  maiden  one  evening,  poor  soul. 
Look’d  down  from  her  lattice  on  mart 
This,  to. 

Her  window  wHh  won  he  barr*d. 

To  none  she  could  utter  a[werd ; 

I  thought  it  wwe  monstrous  hard. 

That  this  maid  should  be  caged  like  n 
bird  : 

At  night,  when  steep  conquer'd  her  S&g, 
I  flew  with  a  heart  light  and  free  1 
And  said,  should  the  house  be  on  fiiu* 
Sweet  aakhuoiM  down  unto  mel 
And  said,  to* 
Sou*  branches  I  burnt,  and  the  smoke 
By  the  wind,  to  the  house  was  con* 
I  cried  fire  til)  her  father  awek«,(v*y'd; 

And  let  down  this  poor  trembl  ing  maid! 
He  was  nearly  dead  with  the  fright, 

But  no  Heme  nor  no  sparks  could  he  see; 
Then  this  maiden  flew  down  with  delight. 
And  quickly  got  wedded  to  mel 

This,  to. 


OwU^fTOtlj  wil»  t 

f  JoJom  qg St  try stfog  tree, 

When  to  row*!  tot  Beam  hnrh  dl£b 
And  the  stars  foek  on  the  ns* 
When  (he  moonbeam  pale  and  tM 
Glances  Are*  the  forest  shade. 
Shall  thy  talas  of  love  be  told,  . 
Ahri  thy  sows  of  troth  be  mode. 
T  When  the  dew  to. 


Old  Towler. 

g RIGHT  nhtntirlw  proehttn*  tb* 

And  spangles  deck  the  thorn ; 

The  lowing  herds  now  quit  the  lawn. 
The  lark  springs  from  the  corn,  - 
.  Dogs, huntsmen  round  the  wiodove  throng 
Fleet  Towler  leads  the  cry,^ 

Arise,  the  burthen  of  their  sogg. 

This  day  n  stag  must  dts ; 

With  a  hey  ho  cbivey. 

Hark  ferwaid,  hark  forward,  taa- 
tlvy. 

Bark  forward,  hark  forward,  hark  for¬ 
ward,  tantfvy,  tantivy  hark  for- 
ward,  tantivy. 

Arise,  the  burthen  of  their  song. 

This  (tey  a  stag  must  die. 

The  cordial  takes  Its  merry  round 
The  laugh  and  joke  prevail 
The  huntsman  blows  a  jovial  sound. 

The  dogs  snuff  up  the  gale : 

The  upland  winds  they  sweep  along, 
Over  fields,  thro*  brakes  they  fly 
The  game  .is  rous'd,  too  true  the  song, 
This  day  a  stag  must  die. 

With  a  hey  ho  chive/,  to. 

Poor  stag  the  dogs  thy  haunches  gore. 
The  tears  run  down  thy  face 
The  huntsmen's  pleasure  is  no  more. 

His  jets  were  In  the  chaee  1 
Alike  the  sportsmen  of  the  tow* 

The  virgin  game  in  view. 

Are  foil  content  to  run  them  down, 

|  Thau  they  in  turn  pursue. 

With  e  hey  ho  ehivey,  to. 

The  Dew  it  on  the  Gran. 

Q  OFTLY,  softly  will  I  pus, 

^  As  I  steal  out  lave  to  thee 
When  the  dew  is  on  the  grass. 

And  the  moonlight  an  the  tree. 

When  the  soft  winds  in  the  shade, 
Murmur  fitfully  in  sleep. 

And  the  hues  of  day-light  fade, 

In  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 


Duke  Dorn urn.  W 

JTYEEP  tn  a  vdte  1  cottage  flood, 

^  Oft  roughi  by  travellers  weary* 
And  long  h  proved  (he  blest  abode. 

Of  Edward  and  of  Mary ? 
for  her  ho  chas'd  the  mountain  gees 
O’er  Alps  and  glaciers  bounding, ^ 

;  «  for  her  the  Chamois  he  would  shoo?' 
Dark  horrors  all  suntmodixqp 
But  evening  come. 

He  sought  bis  home. 

And  anxious,  lovely  ffafa 
She  hail'd  foe  sight, 

And  every  night, 

The  cottage  runfa  ^ 

!  As  they  sung,  » 

Oh  !  Dulca,  Duke,  Doumms. 

I  But  soon  alas !  the  scene  of  bliss. 

Was  chang’d  to  prospects  dreary. 

For  war  and  boon  or  rous’d  each  Swiss, 
Ami  Edward  left  his  Mary. 

To  bold  St.  Gothard's  height  he  rush'd, 
*G&nst  Gallia’s  foe',  contending, 

; ,  And  by  unequal  numbers  crush 'A. 

'He  died  bis  land  defending.. 

The  evening  come. 

He  sought  not  home. 

Whilst  she,  distracted  woman, 
Goes  wild  with  dread, 

How  seeks  bins  dead. 

And  hears  the  kaell, 

That  bids  farewell. 

To  Dulee,  Dale*,  Domiu*. 

i(  Unole  Ned. 

!  f  ONCE  knew  1  nigger  t<yi  hie  name 
was  Uael*  ned, 

.But  he’s  gone  dead  tong  ago ; 

He’s  got  no  wool  on  the  top  *f  his  head, 
la  the  place  where  Wool  ought  togrow 

Hand  np  the  shovel  and  the  hoe. 
Lay  down  the  fiddle  and  the  bow. 
There's  no  mere  work  for  poor  eld 
Ned, 

He's  gone  where  foe  good  niggers 
*»• 

His  anils  were  as  ten*  as  the  eain  in  the 
break,  s 

He’s  got  no  eyes  for  to  see, 

(He’s  get  vo  teeth  to  cat  the  oat  take, 

He's  forced  to  let  ike,  eat  cake  be. 

Hand  op  tha  shovel,  to. 

On  a  cold  frosty  morning  this  nigger  he 
died. 

In  the  eh  arch-yard  they  laid  him  low, 

!  And  the  Niggers  all  said  that  they  were 
|  afraid, 

His  like  they  never  should  know. 

Hand  up  the  shovel,  to' 


v 


